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4.
If a bird could sing as loudly as a jet plane, I could better sense that its singing as it 
approached me standing in a field would be louder in pitch than when it passed. This is 
also true of light. So, if the same singing bird was a galaxy moving away from me the 
stretch of light waves would cause it to appear to be red. And the same red bird singing 
but now moving toward me at a rapid pace would then become blue at its approach. 
If blue is sadder than red, how sad is it that the singing bird gets bluer as it nears me? 
Sound and light as far as the bird is concerned have little to do with its contract to sing, 
which as near as anyone can tell is simply a matter of marking ground, or air, or the ever 
expanding universe.
“The Doppler Effect” is not a good title.
5.
No/whale/in/the/train/singing/a/bird’s/song/can/undo/the/bending/of/light/that/a/sound/
may/make.    
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     Having heard, on the Friday night of Passover, that her grandson, Chris, 
     got an acting job performing Jesus on the Eternal Word Television Network,
     my mother asks, “Why couldn’t he have gotten a decent job? Does he have to
     play that son-of-a-bitch from Bethlehem?”
It’s not the lilies
of the field, nor
the water walking 
escapades, the miracles
countless and un-
conditional, nor
that soft-speak
manner of an
Aramaic NPR
announcer – in fact,
all that bullroar
makes me
ill. Nor is it
the humble start –
the barn, the
poverty, the god-damn
star so contrived
as to suggest, heaven-
forbid, Spielberg. Nor
the dim wise men
bearing their witless
gifts. Nor the torture
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he endures, or his mother’s
faithfulness. Nor the
wardrobe, however chic,
and Wisemulleresque.
Or the death he never
got right, coming
back and coming
back, or the complicated
call to Mary Magdalene –
though that, I must admit
compels me. It’s something
else. Something MY
mother, deep behind
her Jewish fence, might
see to like. It’s the young
Christ in the temple
scene, going postal
on the money-
lenders, saying in jive,
perhaps, Git yo mofo
asses out my Fatha’s
house, take yo biz
to the curb where it
belong, hit the road
you honky gold bugs, yo
coin, yo bling-bling too.
And when they do not 
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listen, when they sit
there like this
is their set
and language is
nothing and the kid
is from outer space, he
leaves to lock and
load his cat-o-nine
tails, a fucking bull
whip with shards and
comes back flailing
the thing, a dust-
storm of granite, John
Cusack on speed, and
they run like Hell is snapping
all about their ears,
the whole time hearing,
Git yo mofo asses from my
Father’s crib, a house of word
is a house of meaning, git
yo asses from this house.
That’s what that son-
of-a-bitch from
Bethlehem did and he did it
the way his Father
did. Brought David
to the Philistines, Moses
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to the Pharaoh, plague,
pestilence, death to the first-
born. Not Christ-like, not
the pansy on the mount,
but God-like. There’s just
so much a god can take.
Git out my Father’s
house. His house is word
and word is meaning.
And when he comes
back, if he comes
back, he’ll come back
swinging at all our
temples, at all our
sets where word means
nothing, swinging his
cattails saying, THIS is
the house of word, THIS
is a house of meaning, and 
being what
he always was, so
poorly dressed, so
BADLY Jewish,
so looking for a little
trouble.
That’s why I love Jesus.
specs › 103
{M
ichael M
adonick}
it’s a film we film right from the get go from the pushing out from the heave ho from the 
canal zone of our mother’s pain from the aftermath of pleasure or forgetfulness that either 
we’re in or we’re not an out of the body perspective something from the high corner of the 
room a fly on the wall the whole thing maybe in an instant watching a white horse gallop a 
train leaving a station a chess game by the shore it could be a star a series of inconsequential 
events stitched like a quilt a slide show cinematic carousel postcard recollection swan song of 
that which held or took hold of the memory directed by the coen brothers spike lee guy richie 
francis ford coppola heaven forbid spielberg it’s our film the last we’ll ever see or at least 
critique a free pass no popcorn jujube snow cap soft pretzel extravaganza it’s a flash back 
flash of light the life before our eyes the heart attack sequel afterthought before the curtain 
comes down the theater goes dark the usher working his flashlight’s light like a drunk fire-fly 
or it’s not our film at all it’s a cloud a gate a strange forest full of deer that elfin queen in lord 
of the rings desiring you a florescent light without the hum a unicorn a talking kangaroo with 
god in its pouch or its something altogether different a passage to the sea columns of kelp 
otters ambient with joy whatever flight and water share an authority of light that taps you 
on the shoulder a light beyond memory a jolt of rewind that has mercy written all over it a 
thank you for coming for buying the ticket your parents shoved ever so gently in your pocket 
and in spite of it all their rickshaw  bumper car flight of fancy said enjoy it it has a pleasant 
ending and rode it you did as far as you could not complaining too much about the view the 
gum under the seats the sticky floor making the film as you went never expecting it to end the 
projector’s white light trying to ignore the hyped-up cricket leg flick flick flicking of the gear-
tracked film thrashing like a tongue like a finger like a fish out of water its gill plate opening 
opening asking the lighthouse airborne pathway above the seats for just another scene just 
another breath
white l ight
